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Angel 


Martin walked through the dirty room with the highest hopes that he wouldn't find his friend in here. Peter 
had gone missing last right, and he still was nowhere to be found Martin started to wonder if he was ever 


going to come back home. 
Martin has always been over protective of the bassist. Peter likes to party, and when he does, he goes all out. 


Martin started to worry more as bad memories came to mind. That awful right when he found Peter, naked, in 
a dark alley. He had cuts all over his body and blood was running down his leg. Neither of them said anything 
when their eyes met. The blonde's were filled with felt with tears and fear. Martin felt his heart breaking all 
over again just thinking about that right. 


Just as he snapped out of his thoughts, he heard a small cry coming from the other side of the room. 
Martin's heart skipped a beat and he rushed over to the pile of torn clothes and tangled hair. 


"Peter! Oh god, Peter. Are you okay?" Martin asked with a shaky voice. Peter rolled over, exposing his busted 
lip. 


"No." Martin whispered to himself as he wiped the blood carefully off of Peter's swollen lip. "How did this 
happen?" Martin asked, feeling horrible that he let this happen. 


"l-l don't remember." Peter answered weakly, barely lifting his head to look at the guitarist face. "I was 
drinking, then there was a fight.. and then | don't remember.." Peter added, slightly rolling to his side. 


Martin noticed Peter struggling, "Don't do that, | think you might have some broken ribs." Martin warned, 
helping the smaller man back onto his back. 


"Martin." Peter mumbled. "Yeah?" Martin answered, feeling completely helpless as he looked at his battered 
friend. "Can you take me home, please. | just want to go home." Peter began to cry. Martin reached down and 


hugged the crying man, "Yeah, yes, we're going home now." Martin comforted him. 


Martin tried his best to pick the blonde up without hurting him, that was an impossible task Peter whimpered 
as Martin picked him up in the thrush hold and carried him out to his car. 


The drive home was very quiet. Martin could see that Peter was in a lot of pain. All he wanted to do was 
make him feel better. He loved the man for fuck's sake! How could he let him be in so much pain? The 
guitarist battled his thoughts all the way back to their small, dainty apartment. When they pulled up, Martin 


got out to carry Peter up to their room. 


Martin laid Peter down on the bed and went to get him some pain killers. When he came back, he found Peter's 
clothes thrown in the floor, and found Peter wrapped up in a, rather small, blanket. He never knew what 


possessed Peter to do the things that he does. 


"Hey, | got you some medicine." Martin said has he approached the bed. "Thanks" the bassist smiled at him and 
took the pills. "Can | ask you a question?" Peter asked after he swallowed both pills. "Yeah, sure." Martin replied. 
"How did you know that | was in trouble?" Peter asked shyly. Martin sat down on the bed next to the blonde 
and looked into his deep, green eyes. "I had a feeling.." "No, you knew | was in trouble. Like you could see me. 
You're always there when | need you. | really wish that | could do the same for you though.." Peter 


interrupted Martin's explanation. 


Its just.. after that night... | can just feel when something's not right. | felt this pain that made my whole 
body ache, and | knew that it had to do with you.." Martin looked away; he couldn't begin to tell Peter what it 
feels like when he's not with him. He can feel every little thing that Peter feels, and it makes him scared. 


"Do you know what l'm feeling now?.." Peter asked quietly. Martin looked back into those beautiful eyes that 
he found himself getting lost in more than he should. "..no.." Martin answered, running his fingers through his 
hair. He had no idea what was going through that man's mind. He was kind of scared to find out. 


The silence between them was finally broken when Peter took both of Martin's hands in his. "You are, Martin 
To tell the truth, there's not a time thats I'm not thinking about you. You mean everything to me. There's not 
a time that you haven't been there for me, and | don't think that there ever will be. If | wasn't perfectly sure 


that you didn't want this as much as | do, then | wouldn't be telling this to you now." Peter said. 


"what?.." was all that Martin could get out. He loved the blonde so much, that this couldn't be real, this was 
all in his mind. But, suddenly it hit him. Peter London loves him. They love each other. This was perfect, Peter 


was perfect. 


Martin leaned forward and kissed the bassist gently. Peter pushed Martin down on his back with a surprisingly 


good amount of force. Peter kissed him back with more passion than anyone as ever kissed him with. 


They pulled away for air. Peter looked beautiful on top of him, his light hair caught the light just right, and 
looked like the angel that he is. Martin wanted to live in this moment for the rest of his life. 


